Bert was up to his cars in worries and responsibilities. In
the circumstances it seemed impractical for us to marry. At
least Bert said it was. I was free to marry him and I wanted
to, just to prove that I loved him and not his money.

But he said, "No, Peaches. I must fight this thing alone.
I can't afford to marry now/'

lie had called me * Teaches*' since soon after we met,
which was at a time when the romance of a middle-aged
gentleman named Daddy Browning and an outsize young
girl called Peaches figured in the news. Bert was amused by
the contrast my slim figure presented to the plump Peaches',
and he enjoyed my fury whenever he called me the absurd
name.

But now I did not retort, "Don't call me that." I protested
I was willing to go on working to help things along financially.
That only, hurt his pride more deeply. We were at a
deadlock, and I was unable to help in any way.

When Candle-Light closed I went into Lew Leslie's
International Revue, which had lyrics and music by Dorothy
Fields and Jimmy McHugh. The cast included Harry
Richman, Jack Pearl, and Anton Dolin, and, as the title
implies, many continental and foreign performers. They all
dropped out, however, after a few weeks, and only Jack,
Pat Dolin, Harry, and I remained. You can imagine the
sort of life those three madmen led me backstage. Bless
them.

I had two excellent numbers in the revue, "Exactly Like
You/' which I sang with Harry Richman, and "On the Sunny
Side of the Street." But though a lot of money had been
spent on the show it did only fair business. We closed in
May. Andr6 Chariot had offered me a contract to star in a
new revue he was staging. The offer tempted me; I was